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Marie  Soly 

Front  and  Back  Covers: 

Marie  Soly  was  both  honored  and  surprised  to  hear  that  her  work  had  been  picked 
for  the  cover  of  the  Fall  2003  issue  of  Parnassus.  She  feels  that  the  magazine  is  a 
"great  way  to  get  people's  work  noticed."  The  cover  piece  was  an  assignment  for 
Terry  Cargan's  Illustration  class,  and  while  it  looks  like  a storyboard,  Marie  claims 
that  each  piece  is  actually  a separate  sketch  that  she  discovered  looked  good  dis- 
played together.  She  likes  the  abstract  images,  choppy  angles  and  comic  book  look 
of  the  piece.  Her  work  is  inspired  by  artists  like  Klimt,  Dali  and  Escher,  as  well  as 
graphic  artists  Milton  Glaiser  and  Tanaka  Ikko.  Marie  will  graduate  with  a degree  in 
graphic  art  this  spring  and  hopes  to  transfer  to  UMass  Lowell  or  an  art  school  in  the 
region  where  she  will  continue  to  study  art  because,  as  she  says,  "I  love  it." 
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I am  planted  here, 


Tree 

by  Joshua  Therrien 


My  leafy  fingers  stretched 

Skyward,  craving  more  space. 

My  base,  my  foothold 

Roots  down  to  hold  me 

Still  in  this  resting  place. 

Standing,  bark-covered  arms 
Trying  to  grab  sunlight. 

The  energy  that  nourishes. 

I meditate,  contemplate. 

I ponder  all  things. 

I ponder  nothing. 


Hannah 

Bemelmans 


4 


PA  R N AS  S U S 


POPPY.SEED 

by  Ian  Wittenber 


I generally  try  to  avoid  awkward  situations.  I just 
don't  Uke  feeling  awkward.  I guess  that  is  why  someone 
came  up  with  the  word,  awkward.  Some  one  had  the 
feeling  of  being  awkward,  and  decided  to  give  a name  to 
their  emotion.  They  came  up  with  the  word,  and  they 
told  it  to  someone  else.  Then,  maybe  that  person  had  the 
same  feeling.  Awkwardness.  Then  that  person  told  two 
friends,  then  they  told  two  friends,  then  they  told  two 
friends,  and  so  on,  and  so  on.  Then  one  day,  it's  in 
Webster's.  Isn't  that  something?  Now  everyone  can  feel 
awkward  together.  We  have  named  our  fear.  Awkward. 
Now  everyone  can  breathe  a sigh  of  reUef.  We  can  beat 
this  thing.  It's  all  a thing  of  the  past  now.  When  someone 
bends  over  to  pick  up  a dictionary  that  just  fell,  and  their 
underwear  is  showing,  maybe  underwear  with  Uttle 
Batman  symbols  on  it,  we  won't  have  to  feel  awkward 
when  such  a situation  arises.  Awkwardness  is  dead. 

Maybe. 

I encounter  an  awkward  situation.  So  I'm  talking  to 
my  friend  and  his  girlfriend,  she  is  saying  something 
about  world  peace  or  something,  when  I notice  she  has  a 
poppy  seed  lodged  between  her  teeth.  I look  at  him, 
while  she  is  talking;  maybe  he  sees  it.  It  looks  Uke  he 
doesn't.  He  isn't  giving  her  any  kind  of  'poppy  seed  in 
your  teeth'  signal. 

So,  what  should  I do?  I mean,  should  I say  some- 
thing? If  I did  mention  the  seed,  it  would  be  weird  and 
embarrassing  for  her.  She  would  start  to  think  back  to  all 
the  people  she  had  seen  that  day.  Were  they  all  focusing 
on  that  one  seed?  Would  they  all  think  back  on  her  as 


that  nice  girl*  talking  about  world  peace?  But,  if  I didn't 
mention  the  seed  to  her,  she  would  go  the  rest  of  the  day 
without  knowing  about  this  horrible  seed  weighing  down 
her  entire  existence.  And  at  the  end  of  the  day,  she  will 
brush  her  teeth,  maybe  it  will  be  scraped  out,  maybe  it 
won't.  You  know  how  hard  those  things  can  be  to  remove. 
But  it's  even  harder  to  remove  a poppy  seed  from  someone's 
memory.  I know  that  I will  be  thinking  about  this  for  a 
long  time.  It's  a good  thing  all  the  people  she  met  today 
weren't  elephants,  because  you  know  how  elephants  are. 

So,  what  should  I do?  This  is  getting  really  awkward.  If 
only  the  human  race  could  just  beat  this  awkward  thing. 

People  don't  Uke  awkward  situations.  People  will  do 
whatever  it  takes  to  avoid  an  awkward  situation.  Funny 
thing  is,  people  don't  reaUze  that  awkward  is  just  a word. 
We  can  beat  this  thing.  Most  people  don't  reaUze  that 
awkward  situations  can,  and  will,  happen  to  all  of  us.  We 
will  all  see  someone  with  a poppy  seed  in  their  teeth, 
maybe  you  are  the  person  with  the  poppy  seed  in  their 
teeth.  It  doesn't  matter.  If  awkward  situations  happen  to 
all  of  us,  we  can  all  understand  each  other.  When  it  hap- 
pens, who  cares?  The  other  guy  went  through  the  same 
experience,  the  same  feeUng.  He  knows  what  it's  Uke  to  be 
embarrassed.  If  everyone  can  finally  breathe  that  sigh  of 
reUef,  we  won't  have  to  fear  this  thing  any  more.  It  hap- 
pens to  everyone.  Just  let  it  go.  Let  it  fall  from  our  collec- 
tive memory.  Like  that  dictionary. 

*with  the  POPPY  SEED  IN 

HER  TEETH. 
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Tea  Dance 

by  Laura  Fedele 


Drinking  in  leaves 
Steeped  in  sunlight 
Peeking  in  the  spring 
Peaking  in  the  fall 
Dappled  dancers 
Dip  and  sway 
Twist  away 
Colors  roam  from 
Jade  to  orange  to 
Crimson  tide 
Red  rushes  in  to 
Splash  up  yellow 
Against  light’s  edge 
Bursting  gold  to 
Join  the  sun 


Alisha 

Anderson 


F A L L2003 


7 


by  Wes  Bitomski 


Oh,  the  joys  of  the  world.  I remember  the  impressions  left 
by  the  fingers  of  past  lovers.  The  fresh  smell  of  hair  and  soft 
buttermilk  skin.  The  curves  of  their  breasts  and  hips.  The 
unique  ways  they  found  how  to  cripple  me,  stripping  me  of 
emotion  and  casting  me  out  into  the  world  angry  and  confused. 

Such  great  joy. 

The  last  one  moved  away  and  changed  her  name  for  some 
unknown  reason.  I thought  things  couldn't  get  worse,  until  she 
sent  me  a letter  about  a half  year  later  telling  me  that  she  met 
this  wonderful  man  where  she  was  and  that  she  wanted  to 
marry  him  the  following  month. 

Keep  in  mind  that  I was  engaged  to  her  when  she  moved 

away. 

Confused  and  angry  I started  to  fight.  Every  day  since 
then,  I picked  and  lost  a fight.  Every  time  I lost,  I learned 
something  new.  How  to  get  out  of  a choke  hold,  head  lock,  leg 
lock,  wrist  lock.  How  to  knock  a man  on  his  ass,  his  head,  his 
shoulder. 

How  to  fall. 

How  to  punch. 

How  to  kick. 

How  to  kick  the  ass  of  any  man  twice  my  size  without 
getting  hurt.  It's  very  simple.  All  you  need  to  do  is  watch  his 
shoulders.  Every  time  a man  punches,  even  if  he  knows  what 
he's  doing,  it  shows  in  his  shoulders.  When  he  punches,  if  it's 
high,  go  low  and  hit  his  gut.  If  it's  low,  back  off  and  try  to  kick 
out  one  of  his  knees.  Fighting  is  always  about  the  execution, 
very  little  to  do  with  strategy,  so  even  if  you  know  what  to  do, 
you  can  still  get  your  ass  handed  to  you.  Actual  fighting,  real 
fighting,  is  the  best  way  to  practice.  You  learn  about  execution 
quickly  this  way,  because  if  you  don't,  you  can  die. 

I always  learn  fast. 

Through  experience,  you  learn  that  getting  the  wind 
knocked  out  of  you  isn't  the  worst  thing  that  can  happen.  You 
learn  that  you  can  still  fight  with  broken  limbs.  You  learn  that 
pain  is  mutable.  You  learn  that  you  will  only  die  if  you  want  to. 
You  learn  that  as  long  as  you  are  breathing,  you  can  do 
something. 

When  asked  how  I am,  I never  say  "Good"  anymore,  I say 
"I'm  still  breathing." 


I used  to  be  a lover,  have  lovers  and  make  love,  when  you 
are  making  love,  having  sex,  or  in  a relationship  of  that  kind, 
everything  is  beautiful.  Everything  makes  some  sort  of  sense. 
Everything  works  and  is  perfect.  There  is  nothing  to  worry 
about,  nothing  to  cry  over.  Everything  is  simply  progressing  and 
getting  better.  Everything  is  stable  and  stays  the  same. 

Now  I'm  a fighter,  have  enemies  and  make  nothing.  When 
you're  in  constant  fights,  always  getting  some  part  of  you 
screwed  up,  you  start  to  see  things  disintegrate.  Like  your  body; 
nothing's  perfect,  everything  is  falling  apart. 

In  the  transition  from  lover  to  fighter,  you  notice  changes 
in  the  world.  Colors  were  in  pastels,  bright,  vibrant  and  clear. 
Now  everything  is  in  shades  of  grey  and  blue  with  a sickly 
yellow  tint  of  old  florescent  lighting.  Everything  smelled  nice 
and  tasted  sweet.  As  a fighter,  everything  has  a coppery  metal 
taste  and  smell,  like  blood.  Everything  was  perfect  and  stayed 
the  same.  Now  everything  is  in  constant  decay.  You  loved  life, 
now  you  just  live  it. 

This  shows  how  relative  the  world  is. 

Einstein  was  a genius. 

Nothing  is  true,  just  experienced  from  a point  of  view. 

In  all  points  of  view.  I'm  still  breathing. 

In  all  points  of  view,  everyone  else  is  lying.  I get  lied  to  all 
the  time.  Salesmen  trying  to  get  me  to  buy  their  crap  that  I 
don't  need.  People  smiling  and  nodding  friendily  when  they 
want  something  from  me.  Everyone  scratching,  clawing, 
mewling,  begging,  twisting,  stabbing,  killing  just  so  that  they 
can  feel  important,  just  so  that  they  can  impress  other  people. 
They  do  all  that  so  I can  simply  tell  them  in  their  bloated, 
hostile  little  faces  that  I am  not  impressed.  Their  stuff  is 
worthless  trash  and  no  one  else  cares. 

When  you  fight,  you  can  do  things  like  that.  You  never 
feel  guilty  telling  people  off,  because  you  know  that  you  did 
much  worse  to  someone  else  the  other  night. 

You  stop  caring  for  anything,  like  I did  when  I looked  for 
that  bitch  who  moved  away. 

I had  a picture  of  her  and  me  hugging  and  smiling.  Worth 
a thousand  words  and  not  one  of  them  good,  in  my  point  of 
view.  I tore  it  in  half,  so  my  face  didn't  show.  No  one  needed  to 
know  who  I was  in  relation  to  her.  Along  with  the  picture,  I also 
had  an  idea  where  to  look. 

On  the  internet,  a wonderful  resource  created  by  geeks 
and  overpopulated  by  idiots,  someone  posted  up  pictures  of  a 
friend's  wedding,  and  there  I saw  the  bitch  smiling  back  at  me 
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in  a lovely  white  wedding  dress  next  to  a man  in  black  that 
wasn't  me.  I memorized  that  thief's  face.  I printed  a copy  of  the 
picture.  I needed  something  to  keep  my  rage  going. 

They  got  married  in  a quaint  Uttle  Methodist  church  in 
Montana.  Quaint  because  everything  in  Montana  is  quaint. 
Methodist  because  you  don't  see  that  many  Catholic  churches 
that  far  west;  that  is,  until  you  get  to  California. 

I Uke  to  pretend  that  California  doesn't  exist.  The  last 
thing  I need  is  a flashy,  neon  eyesore  to  remind  me  of  what  I'll 
never  be. 

The  minister  in  Montana  told  me  that  they  lived  in  a 
nearby  tovm.  This  meant  that  she  married  well,  because  the 
bloated  upperclass  yuppies  liked  to  live  in  small  towns,  along- 
side quaint  inbred  whitetrash  hicks.  She  wouldn't  be  attracted 
to  a deformed,  illiterate  rapist. 

I was  right,  she  was  married  to  the  son  of  one  of  the 
richest  families  in  that  town.  A town  so  small  and  isolated  that 
they  broke  at  noon  to  have  a ritual  community  cookout,  the 
whole  population  of  130  attending.  I learned  this  at  the  tiny 
mom  and  pop  diner  I stopped  at  for  coffee  and  a hamburger.  I 
flashed  the  tired  waitress  the  bitch  pic. 

"Oh  yeah,"  she  said,  quoted  because  I have  total  recall, 
"She's  married  to  that  Wilkins  boy..." 

The  thief. 

"...Thomas,  Thomas  Wilkins." 

I asked  questions. 

The  only  useful  responses,  "I  don't  know  much  about  him, 
but  he  does  leave  her  home  alone  a lot  because  he  goes  away 
on  business." 

And,  'The  grill's  not  here,  it's  at  the  cookout.  I'm  about  to 
close  up  and  get  some  food.  You  can  come  too  if  you  want,  you 
don't  have  to  pay,  you  can  be  my  guest." 

I went  with  her,  seeing  that  staying  at  the  diner  would  get 
me  nothing.  At  the  cookout,  I asked  about  a motel. 

"We  don't  have  one  of  those,  but  I bet  my  room  would  give 
you  a bed  to  sleep  in."  She  was  twenty-five  and  lived  at  home.  I 
was  twenty-two  with  an  apartment.  I didn't  want  a bed,  I 
wanted  a room  and  some  privacy. 

I thanked  her.  Not  caring  never  meant  that  I was  rude. 

I left  that  night,  just  after  I watched  the  bitch  see  the 
thief  off  on  another  one  of  his  precious  business  trips. 

He  drove  a car.  I drove  a car. 

He  went  to  Seattle.  I went  to  Seattle. 


He  entered  a bar.  I entered  a bar. 

I sat  next  to  a woman,  chatting  her  up  as  I watched  the 
thief  chat  up  another  woman.  My  woman  had  short  blond  hair, 
short  to  show  off  her  long  neck,  green  eyes  and  straight  teeth. 
His  woman  had  long  red  hair,  blue  eyes  and  smoke  stained 
teeth.  My  woman  was  in  business  black,  his  wore  a red 
cocktail  dress. 

My  woman  was  an  accountant  recovering  from  a failed  love 
relationship,  his  was  something  else. 

You  learn  to  see  things  when  you  fight.  You  learn  to  listen 
to  the  world  around  you,  to  help  you  determine  what's  coming 
next.  Everyone  tells  you  what  they  are  about  to  do  before  they 
do  it,  you  just  have  to  learn  to  listen  for  it.  When  you  fight, 
you  are  never  surprised,  because  you  learned  to  read  others. 

His  shoulders  roll  before  he  reaches  into  his  jacket.  His 
weight  shifts  before  he  pulls  out  that  roll  of  hundreds  to  give  to 
his  woman.  His  torso  twists  before  he  makes  to  stand  up  to 
follow  the  woman  out  of  the  bar. 

My  weight  shifts  before  I stand  to  follow  them. 

Business. 

What  a way  to  tell  your  wife  and  her  friends  that  you're 
cheating  on  her  with  a whore.  This  man's  empty  Ufe.  This  is  all 
he  has,  and  now  I'm  going  to  take  it  away  from  him. 

The  thief. 

The  liar. 

In  small  towns,  everyone  is  treated  with  respect.  Everyone 
is  equal,  regardless  of  how  poor  or  stupid  they  are.  No  one  is 
better  than  anyone  else  in  a small  town. 

Towns  should  have  been  the  social  model  for  cities,  but 
they  aren't.  In  cities,  no  one  is  equal.  Everyone  is  better  than 
anyone  else.  This  thief,  this  liar  comes  here  to  feel  important, 
flaunt  his  money  and  pay  women  to  screw  him  all  night.  What  a 
way  to  cheat  on  your  wife. 

Thief. 

Liar. 

I brutalize  other  men  almost  nightly,  and  he  thinks 
that  he's  better  than  I am.  I never  cheated  on  my  lovers 
with  whores. 

I hope  he  gets  syphilis 

I hope  he  gets  herpes. 

I hope  he  dies  years  from  now  in  an  AIDS  ward,  sick  with 
the  common  cold,  drowning  in  his  own  snot,  forgotten  by  his 
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family.  Then  HI  come  to  him  and  smirk  as  his  swollen  eyes  close 
shut  forever,  my  mockery  being  his  final  memory. 

He  leaves  the  bitch  home  to  herself,  on  business,  and  he 
comes  here  to  roll  with  whores  until  the  next  sunrise.  Now  I 
have  pictures;  soon  the  bitch  will  have  them  too. 

The  miracle  of  Polaroid. 

In  all  points  of  view,  his  marriage  is  over. 

I get  to  his  house  weeks  before  he  does. 

Oh,  the  whores  in  his  life.  Weeks  of  poking,  prodding, 
slapping,  spanking,  binding  and  giving  and  receiving  sex  from 
men,  women  and  all  the  flavors  between  the  two. 

I wonder  if  the  bitch  knows  about  his  scat  fetish. 

In  all  points  of  view,  he  is  very  sick. 

I knock  on  her  door,  and  she  answers  it.  The  house  seems 
big  and  expensive;  she  is  rich,  but  obviously  not  rich  enough  to 
pay  someone  else  to  answer  the  door.  The  look  on  her  face  when 
she  sees  me  screams  shock.  This  was  the  last  place  she  expects 
me  to  be. 

She  recognizes  me  despite  my  new  limp  and  black  eye.  I 
was  in  a fight  the  night  before.  The  other  guy  got  two  fractured 
ribs,  a dislocated  hip  and  sprained  wrist.  Anything  to  keep 
me  pissed. 

She  says  my  name. 

I ask  if  I could  come  in. 

She  says  yes. 

I say  I have  some  pictures  of  her  husband  on  his  last 
business  trip. 

She  asks  about  what  I meant. 

I tell  her  that  ignorance  is  bliss.  Then  I give  her  the 
pictures.  They  were  the  good  ones  with  him  dog-humping  one 
girl  and  the  other  dog-humping  him  with  a strap-on. 

Some  business,  huh? 

Does  he  pay  you  too? 

"Get  out,"  she  says.  Total  recall. 

Everything  fell  apart.  Everything  she  took  for  granted,  her 
love  and  marriage,  disintergrated  and  fell  away  before  her  eyes. 

I smile  and  calmly  tell  her  that  this  wouldn't  have 
happened  if  she  had  stayed  with  me.  I ask  her  why  she  left  me. 

I do  this  with  a smile.  You  can  tell  that  I'm  happy. 

She's  starting  to  cry  now.  Between  sobs  I hear,  "I  saw  him 
at  work  one  day,  and  he  was  nice..." 


I wasn't  nice  to  her? 

"...he  was  rich.  My  mom  hated  you  anyway,  with  your 
funny  ideas,  and  she  wanted  me  to  marry  this  guy.  She  forced 
me  to  run  away,  if  I didn't,  she  would  have  told  you  that  I 
was  cheating. 

Please,  forgive  me.  Cry,  cry,  sob,  sob.  I didn't  care. 

I could  forgive  her.  It  would  be  so  easy.  I just  say  yes,  she 
would  melt  into  my  arms  and  we  would  run  off  to  Vegas 
together,  to  get  married.  Happily  ever  after.  The  end.  We 
all  win. 

In  fights,  no  one  wins. 

The  best  things  to  do  are  never  easy.  I did  what  I did 
because  I loved  her,  still  love  her  and  will  always  love  her.  I love 
her  too  much  to  watch  her  squander  he  life  away.  She  needed 
change,  and  I gave  it  to  her,  with  one  word. 

It  was  "No."  It  wasn't  easy. 

She  screamed,  she  bellowed.  She  tore  at  my  face,  punching 
me,  kicking  me.  I did  nothing,  said  nothing,  just  crumpled  up 
on  the  floor  and  let  her,  for  once  in  her  Ufe,  control  something. 
Her  punches  and  kicks  fell  upon  me;  I just  laughed.  She 
bounced  my  head  off  of  the  floor  and  walls;  I remained  limp. 

She  stopped. 

I got  up. 

Feel  better? 

She  felt  much  better. 

What  was  she  going  to  do  now? 

Go  away,  she  wanted  to  just  go  away...  and  follow  me. 

This  is  how  you  fight  with  a girl,  not  with  your  fists,  but 
with  your  mind.  You  tear  her  Ufe  to  shreds,  make  her  lose 
everything.  To  fight  a woman,  you  need  to  make  her  see  that 
nothing  stays  the  same.  Nothing  is  stable,  static  or  consistent. 
You  force  her  to  see  the  world  the  way  you  do. 

Everything  falls  apart  when  you  fight,  not  because  it  is; 
because  you  make  it. 

Lovers  see  it  as  anti-social. 

I see  it  as  necessary. 

Everything  is  relative. 

Nothing  is  true. 

You  turn  her  into  the  fighter.  Then  shell  fight  you.  Then 
you  win.  It's  not  hard.  Execution  is  everything. 

I'm  very  good  at  execution. 
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It  ends  with  a fight.  Afterwards,  she  sees  that  everything 
is  either  factual  or  artificial.  The  natural  things  change  with 
their  environment,  the  next  form  being  no  better  than  the  last. 
The  artificial  decays  until  it  lies  in  a pile  of  trash,  forgotten, 
destroyed,  a reUc  of  a present  gone  by. 


That  was  how  the  bitch  felt,  that  was  her  point  of 
view  now. 

And  in  all  points  of  view,  I told  her  to  piss  off. 


Laurel 

Gehly 
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Once  upon  a time,  there  was  a boy. 

This  boy  was  handsome,  and  sweet, 

And  everybody  liked  him. 

One  day,  something  happened  to  the  boy 
Because  he  was  sweet  and  pleasing  to  the  eye 
And  he  never  told  anyone  what  it  was. 

And  so  he  grew  up  to  be  a man. 

A man  who  was  handsome,  and  sweet 
But  had  nothing  inside 
Because  he  didn’t  want  there  to  be  anything 
So  that  no  one  could  hurt  him  like  that  again. 

And  instead,  pain  echoed  inside  his  hollowness 
Like  a voice  in  a cavern 
Multiplied  and  distorted. 

And  once  in  a great  while 
He  would  try  to  fill  his  empty  heart. 

Time  and  again,  he  would  put  love  in  his  heart 
And  for  a while 

He  would  feel  like  he  had  a soul  again. 

But  everything  comes  to  an  end  sooner  or  later 
Like  the  changing  of  the  leaves  in  autumn. 

And  the  love  would  be  broken 
And  the  shards  would  pierce  the  walls 
Of  his  hollow  cavern  heart. 

And  he  would  wonder,  each  time. 

If  it  shattered  because  he  didn’t  hold  it  tightly  enough 
Or  if  he  had  crushed  it  in  his  hands. 

Maybe  some  day  the  shards  will  fill  him 
And  he  will  have  something  inside. 

But  someday,  he  will  not  be  handsome 
And  his  sweetness  will  be  forgotten 
And  he  will  collapse  into  his  own  emptiness. 

And  the  rest  of  the  world  will  still  spin 
And  everyone  will  remember  a boy 
That  was  pleasing  to  the  eye 
And  they  will  live  on 
Happily  ever  after. 


Fairy  Tale 

by  Bryan  Burns-Fedele 
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by  Steve  Meehan 

Mary  Marley  met  Harry  Carrey  at  the  mall 

Where  Mary  sells  sea  shells,  and  some  say  she  dwells, 

Harry  smells  the  sea  shells  managing  to  mangle  his  nose. 

Mary  masterly  makes  magnificent  music  CDs  which  is  magic  to  Harry’s  ears.  Maybe  her 
miniskirt  melted  his  mind  from  melancholy. 

Mary  may  manifest  mythical  images  of  being  a model  in  his  head. 

Harry  says  that  is  why  Barry  and  Larry  carry  Mary’s  "merry  berry  cherry  cake".  The  shells 
make  great  bells  though  the  sounds  are  blunt 
The  shapely  and  colorful  chimes  chatter  click  clock  clankity  clunks  continuously... 

creating  blunt  sounds  cymbalizing  like  the  banging  of  glasses, 

Time  for  the  best  man  to  toast  Mary  and  Harry’s  marriage. 
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Across  the  Room 

by  Laura  Fedele 

Having  had 

More  than  I can  handle 
(Though  never  my  fill) 

Drunk,  again,  on  the  sight  of  you 
Unsteady 

My  throat  in  the  grip  of  something 
Nameless 

Leaves  me  breathless 

I close  my  eyes 

If  I remain  still  I can  feel  heat 

On  my  face 

From  your  direction 

Like  sunlight 

I can  sense  you  with  my  eyes  shut 
Across  the  room 


Inspired  by  Winston  Groom's 
Forrest  Gump 


wnTT 

by  Larry  Smith 


I am  foteen  an  I ain't  seen  my  grampaw  since  I was 
vera  lidil.  So  leamin  that  he  is  outside  makes  me  even  mo 
a scared  than  I already  is.  I member  when  some  o' 
grampaw's  men  come  ova.  They  tole  my  daddy  that  havin 
a retard  for  a grandson  might  hurt  my  grampaws  Camp 
Pain,  an  would  we  please  move  outa  state.  I been  hvin  in 
Alabama  eva  since. 

Befoe  the  fat  sheriff  tole  me  bout  my  grampaw,  that 
he  is  waitin  fo  me  in  his  limmazeen,  he  trick  me  inta 
gettin  my  fosta  parents  inta  big  trouble.  Even  though  I 
know' d they  was  only  keepin  me  fo  the  welfare  money, 
they  done  me  okay  I guess.  They  only  slap  me  when  I 
done  somethin  stupid.  I do  that  a lot. 

The  sheriff  depities  was  atearin  everthin  apart  in  the 
mo-bile  home-though  I spect  it  ain't  been  mo-bile  fo  a 
long  long  time.  Outa  the  blue  the  sheriff  points  ta  my 
fosta  parents,  who  was  settin  an  smiling  confident-Uke  on 
the  ole  sofa  with  three  legs  an  one  seemint  block.  He 
then  aksed  me,  "Willy,  you  eva  seen  this  here  white  trash 
selUn'  coke?" 

Heck,  I know'd  it  wernt  true.  Only  drink  roun  here 
is  warm  beer  an  cole  wadda.  An  I proved  it  wadn't  coke 
they  was  sellin.  I showed  the  sheriff  to  the  bathroom 
and  tole  him  how  ta  tip  out  the  shower  stall.  He  dinint 
wanna  touch  it  onna  cowna  it  was  all  gunked  up  n'  moldy 
n'  stuff,  but  he  did  it.  He  set  it  down  ova  the  toilet.  They 
was  bags  an  bags  o'  juss  plain  ole  powder  taped  at  the 
back  of  it.  That's  all  they  was  sellin  an  I swared  it  ta  god 
an  the  sheriff.  My  fosta  parents  starts  a yelUn  furious- 
like,  sayin  I'm  a big  dumb  idiot.  I guess  I dinint  hep  em 
much. 

With  them  all  gone  now,  cept'n  me,  my  grampaw 
outside,  an  his  driver,  I set  mysef  to  packin  my  suitcase. 

Befoe  my  real  mama  an  daddy  was  boaf  called  ta 
heaven,  they  made  me  promise  ta  neva  tell  a soul  bout 


bein  grampaw's  grankid;  said  that  he'd  only  hate  me  fo 
bein  a retard  an  all.  So  you  can  unnerstan  why  I am  all 
nervoused  up  inside.  See,  I know  my  grampaw  is  a rich  an 
powahful  man.  An  even  though  the  TV  says  he  neva  did 
become  gubna  o'  Jav\ga,  he  sho  sounds  very  scarey  ta  me. 

I decided  on  sneakin  out  the  back  way.  I figger  since 
grampaw  don't  like  me,  it  be  bess  fo  ever  one  if  I juss  go 
an  live  in  the  woods.  Them  woods  is  deep  roun  here,  an  I 
knows  ever  hidin  place  they  is.  I got  the  broke  back  door 
ta  open  okay,  but  steppin  out  of  it  I was  at  once  horrified. 
My  grampaw  is  right  thare!  He  is  settin  on  a stack  a bald 
rubba  tires,  an  I have  no  idea  why  he  has  a fishin  pole  in 
his  bans. 

Somehow  it  dinint  look  right,  him  settin  in  a back- 
yard full  o'  ovagrown  yella  grass  an  dead  automobiles;  they 
was  rusted  car  parts  scattered  everwhere-an  lookin  ever 
bit  abandind  as  I felt  inside.  With  the  cicadas  buzzin  they 
annoyance  at  the  hot  sun,  it  sho  felt  like  I had  a couple  o' 
them  in  my  stomach  too. 

My  grampaw  cass  his  fishin  line  inter  the  knee-hi 
swimmin  pool.  I watched  the  red  an  white  bobba  go  ploink 
in  the  dirdy  wadda.  An  then  I set  my  ownsef  down  on  a 
rubba  tire.  I wanted  ta  see  jus  how  long  it  would  take  him 
ta  figger  it  out-they  wernt  no  fish  in  that  theya  swimmin 
pool.  Ha  ha. 

Not  seein  him  fo  so  long,  I figgered  it  best  ta  aks 
him,  "Are  you  my  grampaw?" 

He  kep  his  eyes  stiff  on  the  bobba  in  the  wadda. 

"That  all  depends,"  he  ansid  me,  real  gentle-like.  "Are  you 
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Yinette  Guzman 


my  grandson,  Willy  Beauregard  the  third?" 

"Well,  I spose  I am,"  I replied,  not  knowin  what  else 
ta  say  ta  him. 

He  suddenly  gib  me  a mose  disarmin  smile  on  that 
tired  ole  face  o'  his.  "Then,"  he  said,  winkin  at  me,  "I  muss 
be  yaw  grampaw." 

I move  my  tire  up  aside  him. 

He  chose  this  time  ta  say  ta  me,  "I  found  out  that  a 
coupla  real  bad  men  tole  my  son  ta  move  outa  Georgia.  Far 
as  I knew,  yaw  daddy  was  mad  at  me  fo  somethin,  so  I juss 
let  him  go  his  own  way.  Since  yo  mama  an  daddy  died  I 
have  been  lookin  all  ova  tarnation  fo  you." 

I tole  him  I ain't  neva  lived  in  Tarnation  befoe.  I don't 
know  why,  but  he  thought  that  was  funny. 

Then,  in  a nice  whispry  voice,  he  tole  me,  "I  have  a 
present  fo  you." 

I could  not  believe  it.  He  has  not  know'd  me  fo  a 
vera  long  time  an  he  has  a giff  fo  me!  I felt  like  cryin  from 
the  feelin  so  good  inside.  But  I dinint. 

He  reach  back  bahind  the  tires  an  grabs  a fishin  pole 
that  look  juss  like  his.  He  give  it  ta  me  an  help  me  put  a 
bobba  on  the  line.  When  I cass  the  bobba  right  nex  ta  his 
in  the  wadda,  I juss  had  ta  hug  him.  I cannot  explain  my 


happy  feelin  much  mo  better  than  this:  It  felt  like  my 
heart  was  a empty  house  since  my  mama  an  daddy  died, 
an  my  grampaw  juss  moved  in  an  Ut  a fire  in  the  fireplace. 

Afta  a time,  I membered  my  manners.  "Thank  ya  fo 
the  fishin  pole,  grampaw,"  I says  ta  him,  "but,  we  cain't 
ketch  no  fish  in  a swimmin  pool." 

"I  don't  know  about  that,"  he  said,  his  eyes  sparklin 
all  wet  Uke.  He  wink  at  me  again,  an  put  his  han  on  my 
shoulder.  "I  have  already  cawt  me  somethin  vera  wundaful 
here.  An  I ain't  eva  throwin  it  back." 

I don't  know  how  my  grampaw  coulda  cawt  somethin 
without  me  knowin  it.  I am  settin  right  here  and  I don't 
see  no  fish. 
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This 

Way 

by  Joshua  Therrien 

Life  possesses  a number  of 
Complex  unions  of  contradicting  qualities 
It  is  fragile  like  the  dried  twigs  that  snap 
Underneath  the  weight  of  your  foot. 

But  at  the  same  time  it  is  strong  like 
The  trees  that  stand  against  the  wind. 

The  silent  ripples  I see  in  the  lake  appear 
To  be  pointing  to  some  far  away  calling, 

Both  for  me  and  Life,  Twisted  branches 
And  leaves  coax  my  traveling  toward 
A certain  direction  as  two  buzzing  Dragon 
Flies  compete  for  airspace.  In  the  distance  the 
Overlapping  blues  and  greens  seem  like  the 
Place  to  get  to.  The  oddly  shaped  rocks  give 
The  impression  that  their  figures  aren't 
Finished  shaping.  The  various  bird  calls  of 
The  forest  lure  me  to  somewhere  else  like 
Sirens.  Tiny  visitors  make  homes  and 
Bridges  from  spider  webs  along  my  path. 

The  wind  tugs  at  my  clothes  and  the  golden 
Rocks  under  the  water  shine  to  show  the  way. 
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Fluff’s  Travels 

by  Anders  Warringer 


Oranges  rolling  up  the  hills 

Chase  them  circles  up  until 

You've  dizzied  yourself  and  you  don’t  know  why 

The  orange  pours  into  the  pale  grey  sky 

And  golden  circles  fill  the  scarlet  crest 

On  top  of  Phish's  velvet  vest 

Opaque  patterns  float  in  sea 
We’ll  drift  through  them  eventually 
While  the  clouds  on  top  of  me 
Fall  down  into  my  hands 
And  I will  borrow  salt  from  sea 
And  chew  the  seeds  of  the  sun 


Fluff  traveled  far  away,  or  so  they  say 
Saw  so  many  things  pass  by  his  eyes 
A Sea  of  Green 
A Calcutti  Queen 

Characters  crawl  up  out  from  a book 

A mother  fuckin  marmatook 

One  day  he’d  seen  all  there  was  to  see 

Took  one  gaze  up  at  the  stars 

Which  filled  his  eyes  with  glowing  light 

And  when  his  eyes  shown  gleaming  bright 

Fluff  flew  off  into  the  night 

Without  a word,  it  was  a sight 

Just  turned  his  back  without  a trace 

Out  In  To  The  Depths  Of  Space 
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Jillian 

Harlow 


Remember  early  March  morning? 

Streaming  sunlight 

pooling  on  the  floor, 

Light  breeze  from 

open  windows 

Sleepy  eyes. 

MORNII 

by  Jillian  Harlow 

and  rustling 

contented  smiles. 

curtains, 

Skin,  pale  cream 

Quick  kiss 

Twisted  sheets 

softness,  dressed 

goodbye. 

and  tangled  blankets. 

only  in  the  string 

then  vanish. 

pillows  tossed  aside. 

of  beads,  purple 

All  that’s  left. 

And  lingering  scents 

shining  spheres. 

is  a memory 

of  heat  and  passion. 

that  you  had  placed 

of  one  early 

Traces  of  pleasure. 

around  my  neck.. 

March  morning. 
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by  Jenny  Connolly 

My  mind  ticks  out  of  time. 

My  heart  beats  out  of  rhythm. 

Unconsciousness  dances  across  my  eyelids  teasing  me 
because  tonight  I cannot  firmly  grasp  the  salvation 
and  transcendence  that  sleep  offers. 

I keep  singing  the  wrong  words  to  some  wrong  song 
playing  in  someone  else's  wrong  mind. 

My  breath  hums  the  wrong  tune. 

My  thoughts  escape  me  like  smoke. 


I discover  my  only  solace  lies  in  thinking  about  you. 

I can  clearly  picture  you  as  you  close  your  eyes  momentarily,  then  you  gaze  up  at  me  with  intense 
gorgeousness  and  I dive  into  the  baby  blueness  your  eyes  own;  I discover  serenity. 

I am  intoxicated  by  the  scent  of  your  skin  and  I find  faith  naturally  in  your  arms. 

I slip  between  your  velvety  lips  and  I feel  my  dreams  realized  in  the  melody  of  your  words. 

Your  strength  enwraps  my  heart  and  holds  me  up  to  ecstasy  in  your  solid  embrace. 

My  doubt  gets  tangled  in  your  dark  hair  and  is  devoured  by  all  my  gratitude  that  adorns  every  one  of  your 
perfect  eyelashes. 

In  height,  you  stand  closer  to  heaven;  I look  up  to  you  longingly  and  believe  we'll  find  it  together. 

Does  the  puzzle  of  my  heart  scare  you? 

Do  the  oceans  of  my  body  excite  you? 

Does  the  weather  of  my  emotions  confuse  you? 

Do  the  storms  of  my  past  or  the  haze  of  my  future  make  your  fingers  cold  when  you’re  trying  to  put  the 
pieces  of  my  puzzle  together? 

I swathe  myself  in  your  adorable  patience. 

The  cruel  mistress  of  time  holds  720  minutes  between  our  next  reunion. 

Giving  up  on  sleep  is  not  an  option  for  me. 

My  heart  beats  out  of  time. 

My  mind  ticks  out  of  rhythm. 


Rebecca  Flanders 


A Season’s 
Life 

by  Hannah  R.  Creed 


Trees  chatter  restlessly  In  the  Indian  summer  air 

Beside  the  earth  bound  sun-stars  caught  in  a rippling  mirror  of  water. 

Pulsating  songs  of  crickets  and  lapping  water  beat  the  rhythm  of  the  Earth’s  heart, 
While  choruses  of  song  birds  sing  their  farewell  to  the  summer 
And  the  fading  sun  burns  its  image  into  the  trees, 

A firestorm  of  Phaeton  for  months  to  come. 

Burning  waves  of  Summer’s  last  breeze  are  chased  by  Jack  Frost's  biting  breath, 
While  ever  silent  pine  trees  patiently  await  their  crystal  white  blankets. 


by  Jessica  King 

I am  a drum,  tip  tap,  hear  my  beat 

I am  the  sound  of  the  ladies  high  heels  walking  down  the  street 

Rain  falls  drip  drop,  can  you  hear  the  funky  sound  cough  cough 
I am  a drum  erratic  and  slow 
I am  a drum  with  tones  high  and  low 

Remember  the  beating  of  your  heart  so  fast 
I am  like  the  sound  of  the  train  as  it  goes  by 

I am  the  sound  you  hear  inside,  I am  the  beat  of  the  locomotive  that  passes  by 

When  you  feel  the  rhythm  and  tap  to  the  rhyme,  I am  the  drumbeat  in  your  mind 
I can  play  the  blues  and  all  that  jazz 

I can  change  your  mood  a rat  ta  tat  tat 
I am  the  drum,  hear  my  beat 
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The  Eternal  Child 

by  Peter  Isherwood 


It  did  not  occur  as  one  might  think.  No  memory  of  a 
before...  merely  a haze,  as  if  one  was  born  into  the  middle  of 
life.  Darkness.  A vague  recollection  of  things  having  already 
happened.  Faces.  Names.  Images  and  events  left  behind,  in  the 
new  womb-world  now  inhabited  by  one  sole  being. 

He  was  alone. 

It  was  not  a frightening  thought.  More  so,  it  was 
curious.. .a  man  who  had  previously  known  something  of  life 
with  others,  now  god-like  in  his  singularity.  There  was  nothing 
to  compare  him  with.  No  up  or  down.  No  left  or  right.  He  could 
not  focus  his  attentions,  his  location,  in  this  Void.  No  color.  No 
light.  He  could  not  tell  if  what  he  saw...  which  was  nothing... 
was  caused  by  a lack  of  light,  or  truly  a lack  of  anything.  He 
couldn't  hear  anything,  as  well.  Perhaps  the  beat  of  his  own 
heart.  The  rush  of  blood  through  his  system.  The  intake  and 
exhalation  of  his  own  breath.  The  hollow  play  of  empty  noise 
in  his  ears.  The  smell  of  his  own  body,  sweat  and  skin,  blood 
and  flesh. 

He  was  alone. 

Time  seemed  to  be  slipping  by.  But  without  a reference 
point,  how  could  he  tell?  His  thoughts  seemed  to  either  stretch 
on  forever,  or  die  out  quickly,  in  the  void.  He  could,  if  he 
strained,  vaguely  be  aware  of  movement,  of  action,  outside  this 
void  he  occupied.  Something  occurring,  it  seemed,  either  right 
above  his  skin  or  Ught  years  away.  Either  way,  the  most 
puzzling  thing  he  had  to  consider,  now,  was  the  void  itself.  And 
all  at  once,  things  changed.  Well,  perhaps  it  was  gradual. 
Perhaps  it  had  taken  a year.  Or  a minute,  even.  But  he  was 
aware  of  light,  now.  Light,  coming  from  him.  It  did  not  pierce 
the  void... really... but  it  defined  its  space,  about  him.  Comfort- 
ing, at  least,  to  have  the  light  to  relate  to. 

And,  while  he  considered  this  light,  he  looked  down... 
now,  being  able  to  see,  he  considered  anything  beneath  his  feet 
"down"... wondering  how  he  stood,  in  the  void.  Almost  at  once, 
his  thought  was  answered... as  ground  formed  beneath  him.  It 
was  odd,  though.  A moment,  nothing  ...the  next,  a soUd, 
grayish  haze,  capable  of  supporting  his  weight.  He  no  longer 
felt  like  he  was  floating. 

And  once  he  was  upon  the  ground.  Gravity  claimed  him. 
Gently,  though. ..as  he  lay  back,  against  the  "ground"... staring 
up  to  the  void.  How  did  he  breath?  he  mused.  Before  the 


thought  was  finished,  a sky  took  shape... drab  and  featureless 
blue,  above  him.  It  was  disconnecting,  however.  For  turning  his 
head,  he  noted  nothing  occupied  the  space  between  the  earth 
and  the  heavens.  Still,  just  void... 

Trees.  Mountains.  They  were  there  as  soon  as  he  lent 
memory  to  the  forefront  of  his  mind.  They  filled  the  void,  as  he 
watched. ..Grass  erupting,  the  world  returning  to  how  he 
vaguely  recalled  it. 

How  much  time  had  passed?  Without  a sun  or  moon,  he 
couldn't  tell. 

He  was  becoming  accustomed,  to  that.  The  sun  rising  now, 
as  it  came  into  thought.  His  mind,  he  reflected,  could  affect 
this  odd,  formerly  void-world  he  inhabited.  Still,  underneath  it 
all,  he  heard  something.  Something  far  away,  and  close  by  as 
well.  Disturbing.  From  his  memory,  he  conjured  forth 
animals... recognizable  things.  Chipmunks.  Bluebirds.  Lions. 

Deer.  Seas  and  waters  rose  to  accommodate  the  myriad  variety 
of  fish  he  recalled,  sharks  and  tuna  and  haddock  and  serpents. 
Feverish  now,  with  creation,  he  rose  and  summoned  forth  new 
things.  Creatures  that  defied  names.  Mismatched  beasts  and 
birds,  fish  and  insects.  Metallic  worms,  soaring  cattle.  Deer 
without  heads,  and  feathered,  gliding  serpents.  Manlike  clay 
creatures,  floating  eyes. ..living  waters,  singing  stones.  He 
conjured  them  all,  simply  out  of  imagination... laughing  as 
he  created. 

Light  flickered.  Beasts  crowed,  whooped,  screamed  and 
lived.  Grass  shifted  coloration. ..tendrils  of  Uving  vines  moved 
atop  trees.  He  watched  it  all,  thoughtful.  He'd  created  a 
paradise,  it  seemed.  Marvels  that  he  knew  should  not  exist  did 
so,  before  his  eyes.  A pity  no  one  else  could  see  such  sights. 

"And  why  not?"  a voice  asked,  in  reply  to  his  unspoken 
thought.  The  tones  of  it  were  one  of  child-like  interest,  inno- 
cent enough,  but  the  voice  belonged  more  to  a woman,  too 
mature  for  so  simple  a question.  It  suggested  an  intimate,  a 
comfortable  acquaintance  of  some  sort,  one  who,  though  he 
could  not  remember,  nevertheless  eased  him  with  its  presence. 

He  turned  his  head  to  view  the  source  of  this  exotic  tone. 
What  had  his  mind  conjured  now?  He  saw  her  form,  then.  She 
was  a woman,  of  unnatural  perfection.  Every  visible  curve 
graceful  without  being  too  soft,  too  fragile.  A strength  was  held 
within  the  beauty,  features  delicate  but  held  with  an  ease  that 
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suggested  anything  but  fragility.  The  woman's  flesh,  however, 
was  another  product  of  his  fever  dream  creations.  She  was  blue, 
with  green  lips,  wetted  with  a pale  blue  tongue... her  hair  small 
serpents'  tails,  rattles  gently  shaking,  as  each  tensed  and 
relaxed... her  lower  body,  from  the  waist  down,  ending  in  a long, 
serpentine  tail... which,  he  now  saw,  looped  around  the  closest 
tree  and  held  her,  half  hanging,  before  him.  She  wore  no 
clothing.  The  image  of  her  upper  body,  supple  and  shined  with 
the  scale's  reflective  oil,  so  natural.  Those  scales  were  marked, 
as  well... back  and  arms,  covered  in  almost  translucent  designs, 
carefully  arranged.  Fantastic,  unworldly,  in  her  form. 

He  had  no  reason  to  be  shocked  at  her  sudden  existence, 
only  awed  that  his  mind  could  conjure  such  a monster,  such  a 


beauty.  He  didn't  speak,  but  rather  continued  thinking.  Who 
was  she?  Where  was  this?  "I  am  what  you  wish  me  to  be,"  she 
replied.. .her  coils  sliding  her  to  the  earth,  as  one  arm  swept 
gently  along,  expanding,  to  guide  his  sight.  "And  this  is  all 
yours.  You  may  name  it  or  think  of  it  as  you  wish."  "Indeed," 
came  another  tone,  adding  its  own  surreal  prescience,  this  one 
far  more  menacing  and  less  welcome... a horrible,  wet,  bloated 
sound,  matching  its  owner  perfectly.  Another  image,  this  one  a 
nightmare,  came  forth.  A maggot  of  unnatural  size,  with  a face 
that  might  pass  for  human,  save  its  lack  of  nose,  and  clear, 
runny  eyes.. .its  large,  square  teeth  displayed  in  a broad  grin: 
"This  is  your  perfect  world.  Even  the  horrible  things  in  it,  exist 
only  because  you  will  them  to." 


Christian 

Dube 
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Why?  he  asked  himself,  surveying  his  odd  landscape.  It 
resembled  a sea... or  perhaps,  a sunealist's  image  of  the  sea. 
Populated  by  its  odd  denizens,  overrun  with  miracles.  Why 
should  he  be  able  to  create  such  things? 

He  asked  his  own  mind,  without  ever  speaking  a word, 
how  such  protean  wonders  could  be  conjured. 

Where  did  they  come  from?  How  did  they  come 
into  being? 

"Worry  not  upon  it.  Our  Lord,"  instructed  a face  made  of 
swarming  insects,  flying  forward,  filUng  his  vision  momentarily 
with  its  chaotic  mass.  But  it  was  a useless  admonishment.  How 
could  he  not  think  upon  it? 

He  saw  a world  before  him... where  void  existed  before. 

And  oddly  familiar,  as  well,  despite  its  nightmarish  beauty. 

He  considered  the  serpent  woman.  Not  her  form... the 
allure  of  the  unworldly.  Rather,  her  face.  Like  an  echo  of 
someone  else's.  He  couldn't  place  a name  upon  it  though. 

And  as  if  suffering  from  his  gaze,  the  serpent  woman  retreated, 
temporarily,  out  of  his  sight.  A torso,  eyes  and  mouth  Uttle 
more  than  ragged  cuts  in  its  floating  form,  spoke  up  as  it 
flew  past. 

"Do  not  consider  us.  Lord.  We  are  your  creations.  This  is 
your  new  world.  Is  that  not  enough?" 

New  world?  He  considered  this,  shocked,  truly  for  the  first 
time.  Such  a statement  allowed  for  an  old  world,  did  it  not?  And 
this  place.. .he  could  see  it  now.  Built  from  dreams  and  memo- 
ries, not  the  work  of  a god  at  all.  He  was.. .a  man.  As  he  knew. 
And  he  had  a past  he  could  not  yet  unbury.  A living  bundle  of 
tentacles,  eyes  placed  where  suction  cups  would  rest,  regarded 
him,  as  he  tried  to  remember. 

The  Noises.  The  Sounds.  He  could  hear  them  again,  just 
beyond  this  world.  He  remembered  a car.  Life.  A crash.  Pain  and 
then  the  void.  Art... he  was  an  artist.  He  remembered  now.  He 
could  recall  names,  situations,  that  had  originally  spawned 


many  of  these  creatures.  His  mind  returned,  slowly,  like  a 
beaten  dog... reluctantly,  but  surely. 

"Stop  this  madness,"  soothed  the  bloated  maggot-thing, 
its  every  word  temptation  "You  have  your  ultimate  dream  here. 
A canvas  that  reacts.  A world  you  alone  can  enjoy.  No  pain,  no 
rejection.  You  can  rebuild  yourself,  as  you  see  fit." 

The  thought  certainly  played  well  upon  him.  Not  a bit  of 
pride  was  raised,  when  considering  this  shifting,  wondrous 
landscape.  But  the  thought... that  no  matter  how  beautifully 
made,  this  place  was  mere  illusion.  He  needed  answers.  He 
would  ask,  then,  of  his  creations... 

"Lord,  do  not  do  this,"  warned  a faceless  woman,  dressed 
as  a nun... her  mouth  located  along  her  throat,  her  blank  face 
somehow  generating  severity. 

"As  your  creations,  we  must  heed  to  you.  But  the  Truth,  if 
that  is  what  it  is,  is  unpleasant.  Flawed.  Not  like  us,  your 
humble,  glorious  creations..." 

It  was  the  Maggot,  that  carrion  feeder,  who  had  spoken  up 
now.. .More  life  had  sprung  into  being,  while  he  lay,  entranced, 
listening.  One  of  them,  an  eye  upon  bird's  legs,  no  mouth 
visible,  began  speaking,  its  cow's  tail  swinging  behind  it. 

"You  remember  the  crash?" 

At  first,  the  thought  hardly  registered.  Crash?  That 
glorious  sudden  explosion  as  he  birthed  this  mindscape? 
Something  tugged  at  the  sleeve  of  his  mind,  though.  A land- 
scape more  common,  black  and  gray,  dull  blues  and  yellows,  rot- 
brown  and  tanned. ..a  wet  highway  road.  Himself,  trapped... 
surrounded  by  steel,  moving  quickly,  the  rain,  thick  and  heavy, 
falling  like  a smothering  quilt. 

Another  thing  spoke.  This  one  merely  two  indentation  in 
the  moss,  with  a mouth  formed  of  stones  for  teeth. 

"The  Hospital.  We  are  in  a hospital." 

Pain.  He  remembered  it  now.  He  had,  thus  far,  only  been 
subject  to  the  pleasures  this  place  brought  him. ..his  sensual 


28 


PARNASSUS 


mind  lapping  up  reality,  or  unreality,  about  him.  Now,  he  could 
feel  it.  A dull  ache. 

Blazing  pain,  but  detached  from  him.  As  if  locked  out,  in 
another  room,  a bastard  child  protesting  weakly  its  confinement. 
New  wonders  fled  and  approached  him,  fetus-Uke  things  crawling 
beside  him,  leaving  visceral  trails.. .ripples  of  air,  hinting  at 
invisible  things.  A dog,  its  jaws  parting  its  head  vertically, 
barking  at  him  with  three  tongues  flapping  in  its  excitement. 

A hospital?  He  thought.  The  sounds  about  him,  those  that 
he  had  ignored,  for  a minute?  A day?  A Week?  Years?  He  couldn't 
tell.  The  lingering  sounds.  He  wondered. 

"Yes.  You're  in  your  mind,"  the  snake  woman  purred,  a coil 
rolling  around  him,  holding  him  down,  carefully.  "You  couldn't 
cope  with  the  sudden  pain  of  it  all.  Not  merely  the  crash.  Life. 

So  you've  lingered  here.  With  us.  Creating  this  haven,  in 
your  mind." 

He  could  recall.. .something.  After  all,  this  world  was  not 
simply  created  from  scratch.  Despite  everything,  he  recognized 
this  world  as  being  referenced,  both  from  the  real  world  and  his 
own  past.  The  worm,  beside  him... he  recognized  it  from  some 
distant  memory,  of  some  horrible  little  movie... the  snake  woman, 
beside  him,  based  on  a poem  he  wrote,  long  back.  The  tree  he 
saw,  he  remembered,  had  a swing  on  it  once,  at  his  father's  place, 
long  ago.  Even  as  his  mind  place  it,  the  thing  came.  Was  he  really 
in  his  mind?  Escaped  from  the  real  world,  where  this  dream  drew 
its  inspiration?  And  if  that  were  true,  then  its  inhabitants  were 
merely  reflections,  of  his  own  thoughts. 

"You  have  a choice,  you  know.  Always  have,"  the  moss 
thing  spoke,  before  sinking  away. 

"Do  you  wish  to  stay  here,  in  your  own  paradise?"  a passing 
snake  hissed,  tunneling  slowly  through  he  air,  its  mouth,  on  the 
side  of  its  lengthy  body. 

"Or  return,  back  to  that  world?  Where  you  remember  pain 
and  weakness?"  asked  the  bloated  worm. ..that  horrible  rictus 
smile  held,  less  than  comforting. 


These  were  his  thoughts.  He  had  to  remember  that.  They 
were  not  some  horrible,  rebelling  menagerie,  come  to  make  him 
choose  between  godhood  and  his  former  life.  But  they  spoke  his 
truth.  Pain  awaited  him  in  the  real  world.  He  could  see  that 
now.  He  was  dreaming. ..in  a way.  How  long?  It  felt  like  mo- 
ments, but  he  could  also  feel  time  pass,  a year.. .maybe  two. 

He  had  a choice.  He  could  feel  it.  This  created  world, 
trapped  in  the  universe  of  his  skull.  His  mind.  The  real  one.  He 
could  hear  crying.  Someone  reading  to  him.  The  words  were 
gibberish.  The  tones,  however,  he  could  make  out.  Pain. 
Suffering.  A vale  of  tears.  He  studied  the  world  he  could  see, 
now... with  its  wonders,  his  control.  Its  beauty  was  beyond 
description,  he  knew.  He  had  ultimate  control.  Any  want,  he 
could  have.  Any  idea,  real.  But  how  much,  was  this  pretty 
illusion  worth?  Anything?  His  mind's  damnable  hallucinations, 
no  matter  how  pleasing,  were  only  that.  Untrue.  Defacing  the 
very  person  he  was.  As  he  considered  this,  it  began  to  unravel. 
Those  fantastic  creatures  lost  something.  Color.  Form.  Shape. 
ReaUty,  in  his  mind.  His  mind's  work  reversed  itself.  The  Void 
returning,  swallowing  it  all.  He  was  choosing,  he  could  see.  The 
entire  act,  the  creation.  The  destruction,  leading  to  this 
moment.  The  void  now  had  limits.  He  heard  the  noises  of  the 
hospital.  Could  smell  the  stink  of  his  ovm  body,  atrophied,  but 
alive.  Could  feel  his  flesh,  suffering  the  sheet's  contact,  the 
sterile,  brutal  reality.  But  he  hardly  hesitated.  Like  an  eternal 
child,  he  awoke... a scream  on  his  lips,  as  his  second  birth.  The 
awakening  from  his  two-year  coma  occurred.  Beautiful. 
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by  Catherine  Credit 

I am  a mirror- 

a reflection  of  images  you  portray. 

Honest  and  truthful,  I never  lie- 

sometimes  I make  you  happy,  other  times  I make  you  cry. 

I am  the  image- 

of  secret  emotions  you  behold. 

Whether  it's  sadness  through  your  salty  tears, 
or  frustration  due  to  marked,  wasted  years. 


I am  the  reflection- 

of  feelings  you  never  knew  you  had. 

I display  the  truth  that  lies  in  your  eyes, 
and  all  of  the  feelings  you  try  to  hide, 

I am  all  ages- 
and  sizes  of  life: 

The  child,  adolescent,  middle-aged,  the  crone. 
When  you  look  through  me  you  are  never  alone. 

I am  your  true  identity- 
a display  of  your  vanity. 

I never  reflect  a fallacy. 
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I am  lying  here. 

Motionless  within  this  hollow  shelf 
I feel  no  pain, 

I feel  no  pain. 

Helplessly  floating  above  myself, 

A feeling:  light  as  a feather  and  stiff  as  a board. 

I am  light  as  the  surrounding  air,  high  as  the  furthest  daytime  star. 

Weightlessness  is  passing  over  me 

I am  peaceful  as  the  purest  dove. 

The  sun  is  warming  me  with  the  magnifying  glow  of  a thousand 

sparks 

A paragon  of  warmth  from  the  whitest  sands  of  a paradise  begin  to 
encompass  my  body. 

Subtly  my  conscience  asks  me  of  my  whereabouts: 

Where  am  I going? 

Will  I be  able  to  fly? 

I wish  to  soar  like  the  eagle  in  his  highest  flight. 

No  longer  to  reckon  with  the  existence  of 
suffering  and  the  pain, 

I let  go. 


Corpse 

by  Tania  Antoinette  Gonzalez 


I let  go. 

Slowly  letting  go, 

I am  letting  go... so  scared  to  let  go 

To  leave  this  hollow  shell  that  has  ruled  me  since  the  beginning  of 

time. 

Still  breathing. 

Well  am  I? 

What  is  becoming  of  me  inwardly  - I seek  for  many  answers. 

I search  for  only  truth. 

I must  let  go  of  this  hollow  shell,  leaving  behind  memories  of  stone, 

Transcending  towards  the  light  - I trust,  and  I am 

gone. 

Out  of  the  darkness  and  into  the  light 

I am  real:  that  living,  breathing,  feeling  soul 
Taken  out  of  her  corpse, 

Restored  to  heavenly  bliss. 

The  sins  of  this  dying  world,  I will  no  longer  miss. 
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A SHTCH  IN  YOUR  WOUND 

by  Jessica  Campbell 


hidden  claws  ravenously  tear;  slicing 
through  you  with  no  explanation, 
splitting  your  pumping  vessel  in  two; 
i am  your  Breaking  Heart, 

my  voice,  the  deafening  sound  of  your  every 
howling  wail  and  tortured  cry, 
screams  as  you  are  left  abandoned  and  empty; 
i am  your  Pain. 

helplessly,  I slide  down  your  once-smiling  face, 
liquidity  salt  stinging  a forever- 
open  wound  carved  soul  deep; 
i am  your  Tears. 

thrown  away  like  an  old  rag  doll 
or  a candy  wrapper  found  in  the  street, 
freed  forever  from  his  heart  and  mind; 
i am  your  self-Pity. 

lying  alone  on  blue  flannelled  sheets, 
reaching  for  where  his  warm  body  once  lay, 
replaced  now  by  only  mocking  pillows; 
i am  your  Loneliness. 

endless  questions  cloud  and  plague  your  mind 
as  all  coherent  thought  is  lost, 
answers  for  closure  - entirely  unattainable; 
i am  your  Confusion. 

shamelessly  recounting  every  moment, 
every  smell,  every  kiss,  every  tickle,  every  smile, 
locked  away  ever-so-tightly; 

I am  your  Memory, 

slowly  closing,  stitched  together  by  time, 
rough  edges  gently  smooth  over  the 
once-withering  decay  of  your  heart; 

I am  your  Scar. 
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THE  Martyrdom  of 
THE  Snow 


by  Valbona  Lavdari 


In  the  sky-neat,  frail,  girlish. 

Virgin  beauty. 

It  raptures  the  membrane  of  fhe  sky 
like  her  virginity, 
skips  in  dreamlike  love 

with  the  ether  lover 
and  tempting  avid  human  falls 

and  is  tread  on  as  a prostitute 
with  her  nude  skin. 

Tainted  beautyl 

Painful,  human,  deep,  beautiful 

the  martyrdom  of  the  snow. 
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^tTTEN  Companion 
TO  Crazy  Cat 

by  Rebecca  Aldrich 

Lickity  lick  lick  lapping. 

Kitty  claws  click  click  clacking. 

Kitten  once  and  not  forgotten, 

Old  crone  meowing, 
longing  for  days  lost  long  ago. 

Playful  romping,  stomping,  stopped. 

Arthritis  aching  hindquarters. 

Once  a fearless  snake  hunter, 
now  she  hides  from  garbage  trucks. 

Ohasing  rubber  bouncy  balls,  now  coughs  fur  balls; 

Senior  soft  food  Saturdays,  always  crunching  the  crunchies  weekdays. 
These  days  it’s  countless  kicks  to  Keychain  Cottontail’s  feet 
and  claws  being  clipped. 

Particularly  lazy  daisy  is  she. 

Constant  companion  crouching  in  a corner 
or  in  a box  or  on  a blanket  snuggled, 
stretched  out  crazy,  smooshed-faced. 

She  lovingly  attaches  herself  to  your  feet; 

Your  sneaker  she  loves  to  sniff; 
puts  her  face  right  in. 

My  delightful  duchess,  Cleo- 
Queen  of  the  House. 
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Raindrop 
Kisses 

by  Eric  Gulifoyle 


How  can  i 
Sleep  through 
Infinite 
Rain  drops, 

Colliding  with  my  roof 

And  crawling  down  my  windows 

Only  to  be  startled 
By  the  simple 
Dream 
Of  kissing 
You... 


Betsabel 

Soto 
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HIGHLY  UP  THE 
THROUGH  AND  THROUGH 

by  Anthony  Gan 

We  began,,. 

the  philosophy  of  the  borrower. 

Gorgeous  clouds  In  front  of  the  sun 
and  a naked  moon  In  my  memory... 
an  Image  burnt  Into  the  back  of  my  eyes. 

A drool  of  music,  A raw  and  playful  beauty. 
Delicate  beneath  a sweet  shadowy  veil. 

Living  the  language  of  lingering. 

Only  an  individual  curious  beginning. 

Curious.  How  delightful. 

Yet  a delirious  but  understanding  statement. 

Yet  a sleepless  and  hurt  love. 

A nonsense  symphony,  aloud  in  a midst  of  haste. 
A growing  stillness. 

My  calm  wellness  before  the  brink  of  the  storm. 

A non-wound-up  self.. .beneath  their  sweetness. 

And  over  their  quipping 

about  the  elaborate  philosophical  ache. 

A trivial  base  science.  A fruitless  job  at  best. 

All  about  the  smell  of  pizza. 

They  say... 

You  might  not  have  a lot  to  say... 

Daydreams  galore... 

But  your  body  is  speaking  the  language  of  soon. 


F A L L2003 
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Melissa 

Horton 


by  Katie  Hudak 

The  faded  words 
are  memories 
of  forgotten  places  in  time 
Of  houses  burnt  and  faces  dark, 
of  raging  flames. 

The  pictures  torn 
are  pieces 

Of  a puzzle  never-ending. 
Crooked  matches  of  nothingness, 
in  no  correct  order. 


The  beautiful  visage  is  lost, 
cold  blue  eyes  stare  into  distance. 
Searching  for  answers 
falling  into  madness 
Deaf  to  her  words 
looking  for  direction. 

The  senses  whirl  inside  themselves 
Lost  and  forgotten 
Remembrances  of  pain. 
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Peter 

Sielicki 
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